112              QUESTIONS OF PRECEDENCE
resemblance to this Augustin, who was exactly the same age
as you are now when he left us ten years ago/
He pointed out to me that ten years can make a lot of
difference, and that Madame Maucoudinat would find it diffi-
cult to understand how her friend, seen again after so long an
interval, could still be looking like a young man. I assured him
that my sister was living in a dream world, the prey to a dread-
ful illusion, and would be very easily taken in.
No sign of emotion showed in his face as, in measured tones,
he reviewed a number of hypotheses. I could see at once that
he has a very considerable knowledge of women, though he
lacks all trace of culture. He is a little middle-class type with
those factual tendencies which he seems to share with most
of the young people of to-day who have never read Les
Liaisons dangereuses, Adolphe, or Volupte. He has no idea who
Julien Sorel is, nor Fabrics del Dongo, and has never so much as
heard of Emma Bovary or Madame Arnoux. Of the two of us,
however, it Was I who appeared to be the ignoramus.
Apparently one learns more about passion in a discreet base-.
ment room than from books. My literary knowledge, however,
and his experiences seem to have led us to much the same
conclusions. It is people like me whom reading has released
from the necessity of living, while living has released Jean
Queyries from the necessity of reading those analyses of an
inclination which he spends every day in satisfying. Since he
puts forward no claim to be a philosopher, it never occurs to
him that the affairs in which he indulges can have any import-
ance, Jean is not one of those whom a passionate word or a
caress can bind for eternity.
^5t}l February^ eleven a.m.
From the confidences with which he has honoured me, the